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CHILLER 



HAND OF THE DEAD 



by Gardner F. Fox 



THE METALLIC chatter of a submachine- 
gun broke the early morning silence. Trig- 
ger Bennett*! hat fell forward over his 
eyes. He coughed just once ... a thin trickle 
of blood flowed from the corner of his mouth. 

Lefty didn't bother to examine the Trigger. 
Without another word he crawled back to 
the spot behind the ashcan where Pretty-Boy 
Mahoney sat hunched. 

"Trigger jus* got his, boss!" he murmured, 
gesturing in the direction of the Trigger's 
body. "With Wee Willie croaked back in 
the bank and Muscles Miranda tryin' to take 
a powder on us so's I had to administer a 
little lead into his back . . . dat leaves on'y 
da two of us still alive! And with th' coppers 
banging away at us with a coupla Tommyguns 
there ain't gonna be any of us left in a 
coupla minutes : . . if we don't amscray fast!" 

"You're right, Lefty," said Pretty-Boy, 
between clenched teeth. "Some job this turned 
out to be . . . an' it was supposed to be a soft 
touch, too! Trouble is Pretty-Boy Mahoney 
is too popular a name with the flatfeet these 
days. Let this be a lesson to you. Lefty . . . 
try to stay out of the Number One slot on 
the Public Enemy list!" 

The snort of machinegun fire echoed down 
the alley once again, and Pretty-Boy stag- 
gered to his feet, using the brick wall behind 
him as a support. His right arm dangled use- 
lessly at his side. 

"They got us like rats in a hole, boas . . . 
unless we bust into the back door of this 
house and get up to the roof," said Lefty, 
jerking his thumb in the direction of the dark 
building across the alleyway. 

"Let's make a break for it," muttered 
Pretty-Boy, his face grimacing with pain. 
"This slug they put in my shoulder aches 
something awful, and at the rate I'm bleeding 
I'll be dry in an hour or so. I gotta get to a 
sawbones pronto and get patched up!" 

Lefty Foster crawled across the alleyway 
on his stomach and tried the doorknob of 
the back door. They were in luck . . . the door 
swung inward noiselessly. Lefty dashed back 
across the alley and half -pushed, half -carried 
Pretty-Boy into the doorway. As the door 
slammed shut behind them they heard a fare- 
well volley from the machineguns at the other 
end of the alley. 



So far, so good! They had slipped by the 
police ... at least momentarily. Now to get 
up to the roof and across the tenements to 
another building. Then down a back stairway 
and they would have completely circled 
around the cops I 

It took them half an hour to get back into 
the street, and when they did Pretty-Boy was 
almost out on his feet from loss of blood. 
They had to get to a doctor quickly. 

"There's a sawbones on the next block," 
Lefty whispered to Pretty-Boy, as they turned 
up their coat collars and started down the 
street. 

"There it is," said Lefty, pointing to a 
brownstone house in the middle of the block. 
"Doctor Pullman, Surgeon. Hold on just a 
coupla more minutes, boss, and we'll have you 
inside and safe!" 

Pretty-Boy bit his lip in pain and merely 
nodded. His face was livid and he leaned 
heavily on Lefty as they climbed the steep 
flight of stone steps to the front door of the 
Doctor's house. 

A short, stocky man in a white smock 
answered Lefty's insistent ringing of the 
doorbell. He stood uncertainly in the doorway 
for a moment, but one glance at Pretty-Boy's 
face v/as sufficient evidence that this was an 
emergency. 

"Come right in." he said, holding the door 
open so that Lefty could steer Pretty-Boy 
into the hallway. "First door on your right- 
Get his coat off and stretch him out on the 
table. I'll be with you in a second." 

Lefty whistled softly as he looked at the 
coagulated blood on Pretty-Boy's shoulder, 
after he had ripped off the other's coat and 
helped him up to the doctor's table. 

"Now dontcha worry, boss," he counselled 
Pretty-Boy. "Dis guy'll have the slug out in 
a minute and then we can look for a place 
to hide out while the heat's still on us. You're 
gonna be all right, Pretty-Boy , , , 'cause I 
didn't pick out any ordinary saw/bones to fix 
you up. It says here that this mugg's a 'Plas- 
tic Surgeon' . . . whatever that is!" 

Pretty-Boy mumbled softly to himself, and 
the trace of a smile began to play around 
the corners of his mouth. 

The Doctor walked briskly into the room, 
adjusting a pair of clean rubber gloves as 
he approached the table. "Of course I'll have 
to notify the police about this," he said, as 
he began to probe skilfully for the bullet in 
Pretty-Boy's shoulder. "Routine, you know. 
We have to report all instances of wounds 
of this nature." 

And with that he held his forceps high in 
the air. A cylindrical piece of lead glistened 
dully in the shaft of light from the bulb 
overhead, 

"That does it," he said in a matter-of-fact 
voice, as he applied gauze and tape to the 
wound. "Clean as a whistle. You just rest 
here for a moment while . . ," 

(Co ntin ifd on inside b*ck cower) 




r»1rt/WiW6f« ailNOLY ACROSS the baking INFERNO of the painted 
IrnkpeSERT HIS RIGHT HAND IS BALLED INTO A TIGHT FIST. AS IF AFRAID 
TO OPEN. IN HIS MIND BURNS ONE THOUGHT. . «ev«iA/<Sff / 

AND RIDING TO MEET HIM IS "TRAIL." COLT, UNITED STATES 
MARSHAL, BOTH GUNS LOOSE IN THEIR HOLSTERS AGAINST THE 
1HREATOF EL. DIABLO... 

M th£ desert devil • 




MARSHAL 



His voice hoarse and vibraht with despair, chuck j His hand opens up a silver concha lies 

BOLTON MUTTERS AS HIS LEGS GIVE WAV AfJD HE PITCHES} IN HIS PALM.. 

FORWARD 

«■■■■■» ' THE DEVIL.- DID ME IN.„ FOR 

KEEPS . NO WATER.„ SHOT UP... NO 

CHANCE TO GET EVEN f TO WEAK 
TO WALK 




In THE QUIVERING HEAT WAVES A GRIM FORM 
CATAPULTS A HU6E BLACK STALLJON FORWARD. 
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LIPS THIN. EYES NARROWED .'TRAIL- LISTENS TO 
THE DELICIOUS BABBLINGS OF A MAN ON THE 
BRINK OF DEATH 




,., cn . N BUT AT THE FIRST RANCH, "TRAIL "- COLT IS MET WITH A LOADED 
I H^ e 7^INA%PNUR5%^ R ' FL *A»°™ «»*** VOICE' , 
RECKON 111 DROP HIM 
AT THE NEAREST 




i Chn-t let chuck die ! ive > 

GOT TO HELP HIM... EVEN IF HE 
AN OUTLAW f 
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if yoo te/ive him hcre, 

I'LL TAKE CA&e OF 
HIM UNTIL "YOU 
BRIM& BAMDHGES 
AMD MEDIC/ME B&CK 
FROM TOWN. 



BUT AS THE U S. MARSHAL. RAXES / U, _ ; — \ : 

ACROSS THE QCOTILLH DOTTED FCA/A/S.f COME ON 7 I \ LET ME GO ! 

OH. BOB f \ 5/5 ! I WONT HAVE YUh\ ^STLBBTJ* . £Z tSL* 
TEND/N THAT COYOTE' ) NO FOR ANS ALONE / 000.. 
yuh come with me. J ANSWER! A STOP IT. * 




AS TRAIL WATCHES THE STOREKEEPER PLACE R TtN CRN IN TRAIL S HANDS PART DOWN ANO OR 
HIS FOOD -BOX. HIS EYE 15 CRUGHT BY R BRIGHT REFLECTION (HITH THE SPEED OF LIGHTNING ' HIS 
ON THE BOT TOM OF THE CRN ! i ^ ... __ _ ^^ HERV Y GUNS BUCK RND RqRR 
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fOR AN hour :trail~ colt busies himself Adoor 

THE LITTLE CRMP. HE HAS A FIRE GOING AND HIS 
PATIEUT BMDAGED WHEN CHUCK BOLTON WAKES FROM 
HIS PRU66ED SLUMBER... 



^YUH CAM 6/l/E 
YUH SAVED MY LIFE. I REMEMBER. . ,) ME SOME - 
IN THE PESERT...YUH GAVE ME ^ THING . 
WATER. I WONT FORGET. _^S INFORM ATlOA/. I'M 

*FTER & DIABLO/ 
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ABSORBED /N THE YOUN& RANCHER S> 
STORY. •• TRAIL. - FAi/LS TO HE&R. THE 
O/NGLE Of= ONCOMING SPURS UNTIL 
TOO LATE .— f 





A LITTLE LATER THE FRONT DOOR OF THE LAZY 
5 RANCHHOUSE BURSTS OPEN- \ y ^ 5( , >/?ff . j 

I DOW T MAKE A MOVE , OOLRN. \ ARE LOCO. J 
/M THE GOVERNMENT, AN' THE I MARSHAL ' 
. GOVERNMENTS 

TAKING OVER! 
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ALL NIBHT LONG " TRAIL" COLT -SENT HIS 
GREAT SLACK STALLION RACING ACROSS 
THE FLAT WESTERN PLAINS. LUITH THE 
PAWN. HE WAS CROSSING WE K BAK SP/fSBD - 




MAMHUWT 



sunlight glinting on the rifles warms "trail" 
of danger, he swerves his huge stalliom. 
tightens his oujn trigger finger... 




SOME DAYS LRTER...f ~^J- 



RECKOM 
YUH SHOWED 

US UP. 
MARSHAL f 



IM BUILDIN' A 8IGGEFK 
RANCH ."TRAIL". RECKOM 
HELEN AND MERE GONNA 
GET HITCHED... MAYBE 
RAISE A FAMILY... AM& 
NAME THE FIRST 30V- 
AFTER YUH. I 




His dob done. marshal-trail- 

COLT RIDES IhJTO WE SUUSET, 
GUtJS AT REST -BUT READY 
TO FLAME AND ROAR A6A/N-. 
UJHEKI THE LRU) IS CHALLENGED 
OAI THE FRONTIER BADLANDS. 




dearMANHUNT 

READERS... 

This issue brings 

you 'txajltcolt. 

u. s. mfmshal. 

instead of 

space ace / 
hie know you 
boys and girls 
like western 
adventure. so 

ice ua9ajt to 
61 ue it to you. 

BUT 14/HHT 
ABOUT SmCB 

ace ? drop us 

a postcard 

amp tell us , 

Your, favorite/ 
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THE HOUSE THAT HATE BUILT/ 



THE HOUSE STOOD QY A MOOf? NOT FAR FttOM 
A {HALL SOUTH AMERICAN TOWN 



PEOPLE GO IN — /{ My PAPA HE ^AY-JUAN, 

BUT THE/ NEVER )> POAN QO NEAR THERE / 

GQMf «/T 7 // BAP TH/NCZ HAPPEN / 




-3 
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MEANWHILE, iM A LITTLE RESTAURANT IN 
TOWN .... 



I DON'T CARE IF 
HEADQUARTER SENT - 
YOU HERE, STARR. >OU 
DO COOP kVORK— l?UT 
TH|< JOB IS A LITTLE 
TOO TOUC H ' 



PON T BE <ILL/. 

I TACKLE 

ANYTHING AND 

EVERVTHlMG, 
JIM. WHAT'S 

THE SET-UPf 




-• IT'S A HOUSE. THE PEOPLE; 

ARE FRIGHTENED BY IT. VICTIMS' 

ARE TAKEN AND FED TO IT ' 

THE/ 'RE NEVER <TEEN AGAIN. 

WE THINl^ IT HIDES MfJJTACV 

•SECRETS*/ 



r m*p±M 



n 



m 




J> X MUST CET IN SENORA 
PLACC'^ ROOM — AHEAD OF 
HER/ THAT WAV X WEEL 
^URPRIS'E" HER WHEN 
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AN HOUR LATES, A< THE 
FfclE MOON PLOODg THE 
mooaz WITH CWO^TUV 
CAPlANfCe 
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A <TAM P-PIZeZZ PLUMMET< 
DOWN/WARP tfViTH TB?RIPiC 
-SPEED — / 



p : n 

CHlN UP, HONEVV EEMEMffEC 
THE MOUSE WA< PEDRO, 
AND ybU WANT TO HELP 

HIM/ ) *■— * ■ — «— « 

y£4--T WEEL T«2/ 
TO REMEMgEC 
THAT-- 




MANHUNT 




'twill TQouete you to 

BECOME M/ PRISONER. . >OU 
TOO, <HALL £E TREATED A£ 
ROYALTY. TORTURED 
ROYALTY / 

C--4« WA< TMg 

POOP ON ME/ CAN'T PO 
AN/TMIN6 TO <AVE JlM 
AND THE OTHERS/ 



EXCEPT 



-THf*-: 



why you ) 

LITTL-H <_ 
IDIOT— ^ 
TH&ZE I - 



\ 



N 



LlP< WRITHING A£AlN<T THE 
ACOMY THAT £HOOT< 
THROUGH Hl< TORTURED 
0OD>/ JIM LIFT< Hl£ LEG* 
AND PRrVE< THEM AGAlM^T 
THE <EMOR/ 




u 
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TRV ONE OF THESE 
MZTfZUMENVZ OF >t>UR< 
AND SEE HOW y&£/ 
L|i/c i-r ' 




AUTTLE LATER, AS JIM AMP 
PSDQO ARE RELEASED FROM 
THEIR CHAINS'.. . 

THEV RE TIED UP> 
■SO THEV CAN'T 
ESCAPE/ NOtV 
LET ME "SHOW VOU 
WHAT THE/'RE 
WodSlNJC OM. 




' ATOM- 8QM& GoadE7g f~ GADIO CONTGOLLEP.' 
FROM THIS" HIDEOUT, THOSE BOMBS' COULD 
BLA-TT NEW VCRl^- WASHINGTON -CHICAGO - 
PETROIT- •SIMULTANEOUSLY- SMASH THE UMtTEP 
■STATES BEFOCE XT COULD MOBILIZE FOR A WAR/ 




HE HAP A PERFECT. 
SETUP. HE MAPEf 
S*UB£ MANGLED BOPlES 
WERE FOUMD SO NO 
ONE WOULP COME" 

searching / 



anybody who 
<;povcz out 

AGAINST HiKA- 
LIKE PEDRO - 
WAS" NEV1EC? .. 
SEEN ACAINJ 



*^T 



WE'LL TURN HIM AND 
Hl<£ TWO HENCHMEN 
OVER TO THE LOCAL. 
POLICE. PEDRO WILL 
PREFER CHARGES- 
THEN WE WON'T BE 
INVOLVED-- 



— AND WE'LL BE A-, 
FREE TO \<tEEE > UP 
THE FIGHT FOR 
LIBERT/ AHO 
FREEDOM SOME- 
WHERE ELSE ON 
EARTH / 



«t 



,V 



ift 
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Royal Canadian Mounted Police 

QhEN yUKON JOB DROPPED GREG MARKEN OVER 
THE PR/SCO SALMON WHARF, WRAPPED IN A 
HEAVy AVSHNET HE WAS LAYING THE GROUNDWORK 
POR AS DEVIUSH A SCHEME AS WAS EVER BORN 
UNDER THE AURORA BOREALIS. 

@NLy THE RED FOX STOOD /N THE PATH OP 

7UKON JOE AND PIENDISH SUCCESS ...-AND HE 
WAS TAKEN POR A RIDE ON 

fc_* THE FISHING BOATS THAT FAILED 1 . " 




SERGEANT 

FOX? 
PLEASE 
COME IN! 




MANHUNT 



ALL THE RIGS ARE 
TAKING IN FISH. THAT'S 
WHAT'S SO PUZZLING. 
Ml BOATS GO OUT 
AND DROP THEIR 
TRAPS. ..AND I GET-. 
NOTHING f OS 



YOU THINK SOMEONE'S 
ROBBING XX/RNETS? 



TT^ 



f rO0f GREG MARKED 

HAD HS EyES OPEN. 

HE'S SEEN YUKON 

JOE TALKING TO My 

SAILORS. AND GREG'S) 

COLLECTING OTHER 

EVIDENCE FOR ME. 

THAT'S WH* I SENT j 

you. 




HE WAS TO HAVE BEEN ) SUPPOSE U 
HERE TONIGHT. HE J) WE TAKE A 
HASN'T COME. 7 fit LOOK AROUND.. 
HOPE NOTHING'S 
HAPPENED TO 
HIM ' 





T^m 



WE'VE LOOKED ALl OVER, BUT) 
HAVEN'T POUND A THING 
WRONG. MARKEN 
MUST HAVE SOLTEDO 
MA1BE SCARED.' 



' NOT GREG f HE WORKED 
' FOR DAD, BEFORE DAP 
DIED AND LEFT ME 
THE CANNERy. 



^ 



■dtf 






<£&. 
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\gOME HOURS LATER- 
AT HEADQUARTERS. 




I'LL BORROW A 
SLICKER AND 
GO ALONG 
WITH THEM. IP 
ZKEEP My 
SARS OPEN. I 
MIGHT PICK UP 
SOME RUMORS.. 



THE ]WE 

REO<i DON'T 
FOX 1 .) WANT A 

'ON THOSE 
'SEISE BOATS. 
GET RID OF 
MM 7 USE 
1 ALL THE BOyS 
yOUNEED- 
V 3UT F/JT 
■HiM' 



( wHA..~'fj 



COOKS AS THOUGH SOME- ) 
300y WANTS TO KEEP \ 
ME FROM TAKING A UTTtf 
SEA TRIP. 
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HE SLIPPED ! HE'S A 
PERFECT SETUP NOW, 



J 




STEP IT UP! WE'LL 

TAKE OFF /A/ THE A 

FOG. WITH THE S 

MOUNTIE OCCUPy/M 

'A POST OF HONOR! 





)/OU MAKE A GOOD TARGET ON THE KELP 
KNIFE, MOUNTIE. WHEN I RAM A WATER- 
LOGGED BIT OF DRIFTWOOD.... THAT 
KAHFE'LL CUT YOl/ /A/ HALF.*' 



IfifANGJNG HELPLESSLY IN 
WATER- SOAKED ROPES, THE 
RED FOX STARES AHEAD OF 
HIM INTO THE M'ST-BLANKETED 
WATERS— KNOWING THAT AN* 
SIZABLE OBJECT WILL CHOP 
HIM ON THE SHARP KELP 

knife... .' Aim ■ mm ■ 

NOT EVEN A DOG'S 

FIGHTING CHANCE 
FOR LIFE 





GOT IT 

STRAIGHT? 
WE VISIT THE 
FRISCO BOATS 

R/GHTAFTER 

THEy'VE MADE 

THEIR HAU Lt 

THE)/ KNOW WHAT WERE DOlN' 

... SO THERE WON'T BE ANT 

TROUBLE! 




&NWARD THROUGH TH5 
EARLV MIST PLODS 
-THE SEINE BOAT, 
MOTORS WHIRRING- 
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iSfoMETlME LATER.. 



AHOV, FRISCO? YUKON 
JOE! yOU GOT yOUR. 

catch y£r? 




PLENTY SALMON 
THERE f ENOUGH TO 
KEEP THE FRISCO 
BOATS GOING... /P 
BARBARA FRISCO 
COULP GET 'EM 
TO HER CANNERY! 



HA f HAt HOW CAN 

SHE, WITH yOU AND 

US BOyS PARTNERS 

IN THE BIGGEST p/SH- 

STEAUN' RACKET IN 

CANADA...* 




HOW DO yOU LIKE THAT 
MOUNTS ? HEy MOUNT'S? 
HEX! WHCXE'D HE GO ? 
WHERE /S HE 
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pree? yssf but Xno! no! I'm falling 

you AREN'T Jf .... BETWEEN THE , 

GOING FREE ' v \ nn*rc / 



-FTER ON A HIGH *WELL OF WAVES, THE 
TWO SEINE BOATS MEET....WITH YUKON 
JOE BETWEEN THEM — 




HELM HARD TO STARBOARD, yOU FRISCO 
BOATS f HEAP FOR, THE LAND/NG AHEAD f 




|#j*TEg...[ 



THERE. THEy ARE. LADEN \ 
WITH FRESH SALMON. XXSR 
FRISCO SEINERS WILL KEEP 
DRAGGING IN THE NETS 




NUKDN JOE'S DEAD, 
{ AND HIS FOLLOWERS 
\WILL GET LONG PRJSON 
1 TERMS. TWO OF THEM 
[ WILL HANG FOR. MURDER 

yOLiR SAILORS WILL BE 
\PUNISHED, TOO/ 



SERGEANT*. 



amp you, 

WON'T yOU AT 
K LEAST LET ME 
} TREAT yOU TO 

A 'SALMON 

PINNER? 



soon, 

/M/SS , 
BARBARA. 
NEVER 
EAT FISH! 
CAN'T o 
STAND ^ 
THE STUFF* 






*«T 



S 
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(Lutsk— at cm%m& czo&$ oulkoap tttiAvr&t... 
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Cl& HAWEUN MAKB& Ul$ WAV POWM THE COZr 

ZiPOZ , THE TZAIN (ZOUNP9 A &HAKF CUKVE 
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f NQT £CWgpNE 
£L€»£ WHO HATE* 





THE LITTLE FOOL ! THE 
WOMAN ^CCXNEC? CEZ- 
TAIKJLV WAfr.A PAN6EZ- 
OU& FUKV /. . . FEZHAfSr 

W BBTTEfZ 
ZETUZN TO MV 
COMPARTMENT... 



&£ PICK UAUELIhl MOVEP 
THEOU&W THE SWAY/NO TCA/W, 
A ef^lP MW? L\PT£P...A OON 
POmTEV AT HI& CHE&T. . . A 
PlNGEZ TI&HTENEP ON THE 
TZI6&EZ . . . ThiEN- 



M 
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Jw K\KK'$ cohpaztmbnt.., 
WUBZB ME »6 PREttlUG FOZ 
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ves, he was 

&HOT WITH A 

CEVOLVEZ... 
WB HAVEN'T 

LOCATE!? IT 
YET... I 

WONVEZEP 

if you cqulp 

HELP US. 




JCaTEZ, IN THE CLU& CAR... 



YOU SAW ME TO MY ZOOM... 
I COULPN'T HAVE SLIPPEP 
PAST YOU TO SHOOT HIM , 
WITHOUT YOUZ SEEING ME ! 
LOOKS AS THOUGH YOU'RE 
UP AGAINST A STONE , 
WALL, tNSPECTOZ...! 



I WENT 3ACK 
TO MY COM- 
PARTMENT, \N- 
SPECTOZ... 
WHY ACCUSE 
ME? jQli 
TOOK. MY GUN 
AWAY l 



OU MlSHTME 
\HAP ANOTHER 
[ONE...&UT 
1 A SEAZCH OF 
yOUC THINGS 
VISCLOSEP 

'NO othez 

GUN... 



'T$WO PAYS LATER, BACK IN LONPON... 



I'VE INTBZZOGATEP WITNESSES, SEAZCHEP 

ALL OVEZ THE TZAIN, ANNE... NO GUN 

OTHER THAN EPWAZPS' HAS SHOWN UP.., 

ANP HIS GUN WAS IN MY HANPS 
AT THE TIME OF TUB 

M UZPEZ ...I ^^^ WHAT 

NOW? 



\* 



! fe 



Jn TUB OFFICES OF THE ZAlLZOAP COMPANY... 
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we wish to see \ j'm sorry, 

MRS. HANEUN... ) S\R...Mf^S. 
I* SHE INl ^y HANEUH LEFT 

ORPERS TO NOT 

disturb wee..-, 

GOOP EV- 



X trz 






PARPON THE RUPENES*, 
OU7 CHAP, BUT THIS IS 
IMPORTANT. . . WE'LL 

ANNOUNCE j 

OURSELVES / 



Birr, I 

SAY... 

you 

CANT 



<Gi 



inspector 
kirk?... 
HAVE you 

FOUNP 

ANY , 

clubs ? 



i certainly 
hav^e 7 i pipn't 
know your 
compartment 

WAS SOmZEKQQF 
UNTIL I NOTICE P 
IT MARKEP ON THE 
RA\LROAP'*r 
BLUEPRINT 
CHARTS I 



AHP SINCE IT 
WAS SOUNPPROOF — 
YOU COULPN'T HAVE 
HEARP THE SOUNP 
OF THE GUNSHOT 

As ypu &aip you 

PIP I EITHER. YOU 
OPENEP THE POOR 

ANP SAW WHO 
KILLEP YOUR HUS- 
BANP OR, YOU PIP 

IT YOURSELF / r 



**P 



\J)\y 



%£%M 



ScftCt- 



PUTY 



3fc 



EASY POES ir/ NO SENSE 
IN FIGHTING ANY- j 
_ MORE.../ 

you- 

you. 



L 



% 






< 

a criminal always makes 
one little mistake... in 
this case, mrs. haneun 
pipn't have to say she hap 
hearp the gunshot. . .she 
wantep to make her aubi 
Better — anp wounp up 
gmug hers-elf 



W 






AWAY/ 



* 









15W 



IN THE 
NEXT /SSUEOF 

MANHUNT 

inspector 

m£ets 

THE 
THING 

IN THE - 

MISTl 
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OF THE 



r 



THE <HRlLL WAIL OF A £IREN HERAU>£ THE 
ESCAPE OF A DANGEROUS KILLER FROM THE 
BYZ HOl&e.' RIFLED CRACK/ HOARSE 
VOICED CRV WARNING ' A SEARCHLIGHT 
STA0S A PENCIL OF Ll"CHT INTO THE 
SLACKNESS 




A HU£R/- UP CALL TO THE 

F-8.X. BRINGS INSPECTOR 

■JIM FALLON TO THE 

WARDEN '^ OFFICE" 

r-i »— - w -. - .. ^ . pi 

JIMf- \A\GHTY GLAP TO *^r 
HAVE ydU ON THK CA<ZE ' 
BUCkCEQ HAODOKJ GOT 
A WAV. HE «£ ANOTHER 
PILLINCER/ OUR OHlV 
CLUE - - IS THIS PERFUME 
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HOUR* LATER , AT THE 
F. 8X. LABS 



J THERE IT I*, BILL. A 
'PERFUME VJAL . FlNO OUT 
WHAT WAS IN IT, WILL 
yOU? SMELLS LIK1E ACID. 

r thiwis haddon used 

IT TO EAT THE F/AR^ 
AWAV / 



MlTRlC ACID. JIM. BUT NOT 

only that facet 

powder / the *ikid the 

GiRL-£ USE ON THEIR 
CHEEKS TO MAhCE , m 

THEM^ELVE^ PRETTyV 




t ^ MTB? THAT fAMEAFTT&NOOW ... 

{ BUCKE&— BUCKEfi/ QUICK' — I 
T JUST *AW A FEPERAL MAtf WITH 
THAT ACID l/IAL I CLIPPED >OU »N 




aee ybu lVing to me ? are Ya£ 

DID THE BOYS' PUT YOU UP TO 
THI-S-- TO GET ME TO LEAVE 
TOWN £0 THE/COULP FOLLOW 
M6 AND PJND OUT WHERE r 

stashed the bank Loorp 




MANHUNT 



IF X WA< ONLY'<U«?e//' X=>U COTTA 
X'P PULL A QUICK JOB A. BELl£VE£ ME, 
FOR" JPEAPV CASH, THEN/ SUCkES?/ X 
HIT THE eOAD£/ /-""^WOULDN'T LIE TO 

XA. PlPN'T I GET 
r y&U OUT OF THE 
BIO MOU^E ^ 




<UEE--BUT YA MIGHTA SEEN 
WORKlN' FOR THE SoyS/' WELL\ I'LL 
^OON FINP OUT/ CE.T THEM TOGETHER 
WE'LL PULL A JOB, THEN «SCRAM INTO' 
THE COUNTRY T^EN WE'LL PlVvy' 

THE BANK' LOOT AND -SPLIT UP "SO 

THE COPPE&< WILL NEVER FIND U£/ 



r 



THAT NIGHT IN F.B.JI. FlELP HEAPquXRTE^ 



WE NARROWED THAT FACE POWDER. 
POWN TO ONE PERSON, GRACE 
FLOWER^/ -£HE'< BUCKEP'^ MOLL. 
WE KNOtV WHEKE" ^HE r£" . WE 'KE 
CLOSING IN TO PICk' HER HP FOR 
QUESTION IMC ' 




y 



i>! 



►\»- 




A <WiFT RIPE THROUGH TOWN--ANP THE 
P.B.I. GOE« INTO ACTION/ 








MANHUNT 



AT THAT MOMENT , AC&Q&Z TQyVN . , 



r THINK' ybufee ~) THI< I* A -SWELL 

OFF VOUR TT^DLLEX^/^feT-UP, k'lDPO. RICH 
^TAMP^/^c^CU/5 WITH PLENT/ OF 
CA<H IN THEIR WALLET< TO 
PUT OWEf? FA-ST DEAL£, 
AF73AID ^OMEBOP/'LL BEAT 
EM TO A BARGAIN UNI_E££ THEyl 
CAN ACT f=A£T/ 





MANHUNT 




MIGHT A< WELL QUIT. 
&OYff YOU WON'T RUM 
FAR WITH THI£ D\4PLK/ 
CA<E AROUND yOUR NECKS.' 





MANHUNT 



TH£ LIGHTS BLIhiiC OUT A^ 
PE OPERATE FINGERS X^NK 
DOWN ON THE SWITCH / 




A MUFFLEP GURSE. A GUN- BARREL 
GLINTS /N THE MOONLIGHT. JlM'g 
FACE TWISTS IN AGON/-- 



THE GETAWA/CAR LURCHED JNTO HIGH. EOA05( 
THROUGH CITX fTl-REET^ UP INTO THE 

COUNTRy-- TO A TINy LOG CABIN 

I 




MANHUNT 



FACING CERTAIN PEATH AS THE 
HALF -CfZAZeP MOBSTER 
TIGHTENS H/£ TRI6CEP F1NCEJZ, 
JIM FALLOH'4 WlT> WoRtS 
FU&IOUZLV . . . 



eEFO&E WE CO, 
X'tf GONNA TAKE 
CARE OF 'ZMART- 



what about the pouch 

FfZOM THAT gANk' JOE* 
YOU AND THE BOy£ . 
PULLED PEPOtze >fc>U WENT] 
TO JAIL? ARE ypU 




5 keeping thatp 



WHEEE fi/p yOU <TA->H 

—5 MINP1 
RJGHT 




HOLD IT, BUCKTEI?/ WHAT 
ABOUT THAT COUCH P 



A4 THE MOe^TEP^ AKCUE, JIM< 
3~TRAlN!NG EA(?^ CATCH THE COU&H 
OF A MOTOOCyCLE EXHAUtfT, THE 

P/'NC THROE? OF A MOTOS-.- AND 

SECOND*" LATER 



CET EM UP, 
FALLS' MOVE 



THE PG£PEEATE gUCKTEC? COE< FO« HK 
CUM. A MAO**N6-<a/N CUT< HIM PO*VW 
hVTTW A PBfcDL"/ HAJl, OP LEAD — - 




r POM*T <EE M?*/ 

THE C-BOy? kfUBW 
ABOUT THI< HIDEOUT.' 
rT'< Llkls A MlRACLSf. 



NO MIJ2ACLE AT * 
ALL . I SPOTTED 

youff CAR , 

PHONED IfJ 
ABOUT IT. THE 
t.&X PiCK&P UP 
THE CALL, <E*TT 

OVER 



it 



I'A 



'NT 



THAT LITTLE F*CHT I STAGED CAVE 
ME THE CHANCE TO SEND BACJ^ THE 
UCEN4E PLATE TO HIDE THE 
WUMERAL<. X AL£0 JAMMED My 
F.B.X. PAPCE ONTO IT-* TO, ATTRACT 
EVEN MORE, ATTENTION f CUT5..P 




Lefty ipun him around as he started for 
the door. 

"I think mebbe you better forget about 

' that call to the police," Lefty snarled. "I don't 

think they'd be interested in this case at all?" 

He turned to Pretty-Boy, who wai sitting up 

on the table now, buttoning bis shirt. 

"Whaddya think, boss?" 

T think you made the smartest more of 
your life, Lefty!" Pretty-Boy answered, step- 
ping down from the table. "Of all the docs 
in town you picked out a plastic surgeon . . . 
not bad ! Didn't even think of it myself . . , and 
I'm supposed to be a bright cookie." 

Pretty-Boy walked across the room until 
be stood directly in front of the Doctor. 
He lowered his bead so that he was staring 
directly into the Doctor's perspiration-soaked 
face. 

"You're gonna do a little fix-up job on this 
map of mine, understand? I want every fea- 
ture changed . . . nose, jaw, lips . . . EVERY- 
THING!" 

Lefty's mouth dropped open in amazement, 
and Pretty-Boy chuckled as he saw the be- 
wilderment on his partner's face. 

"You don't know what a bright move you 
made. Lefty," Pretty-Boy said, a smile bright- 
ening the handsome face that had given him 
bis nickname. 

"Since the cops are turning the city upside- 
down to find Pretty-Boy Mahoney ... 1 think 
it would be a good idea to have Pretty-Boy 
die . . . and he's gonna do just THAT! With 
Doctor Pullman's help. 'Cause when he gets 
finished changing my face, my own mother 
wouldn't recognize met As far as the cops 
are concerned, Pretty-Boy Mahoney dis- 
appeared tonight. I'm switching characters 
from now on. When I walk out of this place 
in a coupla days no cop on earth will recog- 
nize me! As far as anyone but the little doc 
will know ... I'm Mr. X!" 

With Lefty's gun in bis ribs Doctor Pull- 
man prepared Pretty- Boy for the operation. 
He administered the chloroform and Lefty 
stationed himself at the door to make sure 
there were no interruptions. In an hour the 
doctor was finished, and he stepped back 
from the table, pulled his rubber gloves off 
and wiped the perspiration from, his brow. 

Lefty kept his gun levelled at the Doctor's 
bead until Pretty- Boy stirred and sat up. His 
face was completely swathed in bandages. 

"Don't remove those bandages for at least 
forty-eight hours," the Doctor whispered. 

"I'm glad to see that you take such an 
active interest in your clients," Pretty-Boy 
said. "In fact, I'm planning to stay here for 
a few days and let you look after me!" 

The succeeding forty-eight hours passed 
swiftly, with the Doctor removing outer lay- 
ers of gauze one by one from Pretty-Boy's 
face . . . until only one layer remained. As 
he was about to step forward to remove the 
final layer, Pretty-Boy waved him aside. 



"Lefty." he said to his partner. "It's about 
time we paid off the Doc for his efforts. Sup- 
pose you let him have his payment!" 

Before the words were out of his mouth. 
Lefty had emptied his gun into the Doctor's 
back. Then he turned toward Pretty-Boy, and 
looked into the muzzle of the other's gun! 

"I think that Mr. X should have a really 
clean slate. Lefty," Pretty-Boy said slowly. 
"I don't think that anyone should know who 
Mr. X really is!" 

His gun barked once . . . twice! Lefty spun 
on his heel and fell to the floor. 

In less than a minute Pretty-Boy had the 
final layer of gauze peeled from his face. He 
looked around for a mirror, saw none. His 
hands went to his nose, his cheeks, his chin, 
seeking, like the hands of the blind, to ascer- 
tain the nature of unfamiliar objects. A sense 
of elation swept him. His clean-lined nose, 
with its slightly tilted tip. was gone; under 
his testing fingers lay a flattened, broad- 
nostrilled shape. The little dimple had van- 
ished from his round chin, which felt flat 
and hard. There was a scar of some sort oh 
his right cheek. 

He rushed out of the house, exhilarated 
with success. And as he walked the streets, 
people stared at him and knitted their brows. 
"The doc must have given me a real bough 
mug!" he decided, gleefully. "Swell! No- 
body'U recognize Pretty-Boy Mahoney any- 
more !" 

So sure of this was he that, a half-hour 
later, he even smiled angelically at a police- 
man. Then the smile frose on his new face 
aa he saw the cop draw his gun and point 
it right at him. Before he could yank out his 
own gun he heard a crash and felt the stinging 
thud of a bullet in his right hand. He cursed 
wildly and fell to the ground, trying to 
scramble after his gun. As his finger closed 
over the butt he felt a dull pain behind his 
ear and the street began to swim before him. 

It must have been ten minutes before he 
regained consciousness. He was still in the 
center of the street, but now there was a blue 
wall of cops standing around him and his 
hands were manacled. 

"You've made an awful mistake ..." he 
began. 

The cop who bad shot him leaned forward. 

"Not this time, Pretty-Boy Mahoney." he 
said. He held a mirror up to Pretty-Boy's 
face so that the gangster could see his own 
reflection. 

'That plastic Burgeon you bumped off gave 
us a swell lead to your identity, even though 
you forced him to change your face before 
you killed him. I think it was very accommo- 
dating of him to carve your Initials into your 
face ... so that we wouldn't forget who you 
were! Those letters, PBM, cut into your 
cheek, represent the most thoughtful bequest 
ever left us by a dead man!" 

The Bnd 
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There i never been * merchandise bargain u. compare with the 
"Triple Hoarier" matching S-plece Pen and Pencil set w* heiv 
• Iter you. You can shop every store and Bargain counter from 
coast to coast. We guarantee that you won't find the e,iu»l of 
this let anywhere for the sensationally low price of only $?.!•►> 
with YOUR NAME engraved on all three pieces. Why! Because 
this new, all-purpose Writing Trio offer is exclusive with us. 
made possible only because of our tremendous purchasing 
power and larite volume dirrtl-to-you method of distribution. 
I,"nHrr»tand— you don't f*t Just a fountain pin; or Just a ball 
point pen. or Just • mechanical pencil— even though the $2.98 

USE THIS SET FOI II DATS ON OKI MONET IACK OFFEI? 

Vcu II marvel at the many writing advantage* this new Writing 
Trio gives you. The Fountain Pen is ideal for all your personal 
correspondence, signing checks, bookkeeping, etc. The Bill Point 
Pen. v-huh rolls the Ink on dry and writ** up to * year without 
inc. is perfect where extra carbon copiei arc needed or for 
addressing packages, marking fabrics, signing duplicate receipts, 
etc. The Mechnnic.il Pencil uses standard length leads which 
arc propelled, repelled and expelled by a turn of the barrel. 
Pencil point is designed 10 lead is held in sure firm grip. There's 
no play, no wobble. But why not And out for yourself how good 
this "Triple Header" set really ij; how much extra writing 
!>lcu»ure and convenience it will mean to you. Rush your order 
today on the handy coupon with the understanding that if you 
don't agree you're received America's outstanding 3-piece mulch- 
ing pen and pencil set value, you can return the set within 10 
.In).' for full refund. 

MAIL COUPON TOPAt.~ 



wr* y*sr IAME 
taftrtty EN6RAVE0 ft* 

hi at. attractive, OIFT MI 



price of this offei i> ie»» than you might wrdinarily 
pay for a good pen alone. Here, now. you g#t ALL THREE in » 
handsome matching *et with gold effect band and Clip, i 
pier* beautifully engian-d with your own name, and delivered to 
you in a most attractive velour-like Gift Box. all for the 
LOW PRICE of only U'Ji. Here, in fact, is the kind of set 
you've always wanted, now priced so low you «fn't afford to be 
without it- 

Orrr 2 Milliom S.lnfitd Win it Mtt<b«mdi.t M+nt Cnifmtn 



MAIL SUM DEPOSIT WITH THIS ORDKR COUPON' 



ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE MART, Depr 3«]t 

1127 Loyola Avenua. Chlcctg* 2*, IllinOri 

Enclosed it 11.00. "(II* ■>» t«» »tw "Ttlplt Hndii" Wrlnm Trl» w«"i 

□ ■) mil ncinl ■■ I nOTieat cd Mlow lor in* COD. Ulir« »l o..» 
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